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Salar My winde cooling my broth. 

Would blow me to an Ague, when I thought 
What harme a winde too great at fca, might do. 

I fhould not fee the Tandy howre-glafle runne. 

But I fhould t’ninke offhallowes.and of flats. 

And fee my wealthy Andrew dockes in fand, 

Veyling her high top lower thenherribs. 

To kiflc her buriall. Should I go to Church, 

And fee the holy edifice of ftone. 

And not bcthinke me ftraight of dangerous rockes, 

Which touching but my gentle veflels fide. 

Would fcattcr all the fpices on the ftreame, 

Enrobe the roaring waters with my filkcs ; 

And in a word, but cuen now worth this. 

And now worth nothing ? Shall I haue the thought 
To thinke on this, and (hall Macke the thought. 

That fuch a thing be-chanc’d would make me fad ?i 
But tell not me, 1 know Anthonio 
Is fad to thinke vpon his merchandize* 

Antb. Belceue me no : I thanke my fortune for i t. 

My ventures are not in one bottome trufted. 

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole eftate 
Vpoh the fortune of this prefcnt ycare : 

Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Salar. Then y ’are in loue. 

Anth, Fie,fie. 

Salar, Not in loue neither i Then let vs fay you are lad, 
Bccaufe you are not merry : and ’twere as eane 
For you to laugh and leape, and fay you are merry, 
Becaufe you are not fad. Now by two-headed Ianm, 
Nature hath fram’d ftrange fellowes in her time.- 
Some that will eucrmore peepc through their cics, 

And laugh like Parrats at a bag-piper. 

And other of fuch vinegar afpetft. 

That they’l not (hew their teeth in way of fmile, 

Though Ncftor fweare the icft be laughable. 


Sitter 


the ^Merchant of Ventce. 

Enter Bafanio, Lorenfo, and Gratia.no . 

Salan. Here comes Bajfanio your mod noble kinfman, 

Gratiane 'and Lorenfo : Faryewell, 

Wcleaue you now with better company. 

Salar. I would haue ftaide till I had made you merry. 

If worthier ftiends had not preuented me. 

Anth. Your worth is very deerein my regard, 

T take it your owne bufineffe cals on you. 

And you embrace the occafton to depart. 

Salar. Good morrow my good Lords. 

Baff. Good figniors both, when (hall we laugh ? fay, when - 
You grow exceedin g ftrange : muft it be fo ? 

Salar. Wce’l make our leyfures to attend on yours. 

Sxemt Sdaxino and St alanto a 

Lor My Lord Bafanio fincc you haue found Anthonio, 
we two will leaue you^; but at dinner time 

I pray you haue in mindc where we muft meete. 

Bajf. 1 willjnot faile you* Extt 

Grat. You looke noE well fvgnior Anthonie, 

You haue too much refpe£t vpon the world : 

They loofe it that do buy it with much care, 

Beleeue me you are meruailoufly chang d. 

Ant. I hold the world but as the world Gratiano, 

A ftage, where euery one muft play a part. 

And mine a fad one. 

Gra. Let me play the foole, 
with mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come^ 

And let my Liuer rather heate with wine, 

Then my heart coole with mortify ing groncs.. 

Why fhould a man whofc blood is warme witnin. 

Sit like his Grandfire cut in Alablafler ? 

Sleepe when he wakes ? and crcepe into the Iaundies 
By being peeuifh ? I tell thee what Anthonio,. 

I. loue thee, and tis my loue that fpcakes. 

There are a fort of men, vvhofe’ yifages 
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